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Prw.Cotne hither, Francis. 

Francis Mf Lord. 

Pr»»cf,Hovv long haft thou toferue,F rancis ? 
Pr<wfV.Forfooth fiue yeeres,and as much as to 
Foynes. F raneit. 

Francis. Anon,anoa, fir, 

P rince. Fiuc yccrcs t berlady a long leafe For the cbincking 
«f pcwtertBut Francis, dareft thou bee ft) valiant, as to play the 
coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a faire paire ot heeks, 
andrunne from it ? 

Francis. O Lord fir, lie beFwonievponall theBookesm 
$ngland,l could find in my heart. 

Petnes.Franets. Francis. Anon fir. 

Prince . How old art thou,Franc£s ? 

Fr4i*«f.Let mec fee , about Michaelmas next 1 (hail bee. 

P oines. Francis. 

Francis. Anon fir,pray you flay a Httle,my Lord. 

Prince. May, but harkeyou Francis, fev the Sugar thougaueil 
me,’ t was but npennywortb,waft not ? 

Francu.O Lord, I would it hadbeene two. 

P rince. I willgiue thee For it a thouiand.pound , askemce 
when thou wilt^nd thou (hale haue it. 

Faint t. Francis. Francis. Anon, anon. 

frtHCf. Anon F ranch ? No Franci/ t but tomorrow Francis 
or F ranch, on Thurfeday .* or indeed Francis when tbou wilt:. 
But Fr Aittts t 
Francis. My Lord. 

Frinct. Wilt thou rob this Ecatherne Ierkin, Chriftsll but. 
ron, Not-pated, Agatring, puke itocking, Caddiccgarur, 
Smooth tongue, Spaniflh pouch ? * 

Francis.QLord fir,who do you meane ? 

, u the J? your ir0wnc haftard is yoar onely 
dhaketforlookcyou Francs , you r white canus(re doub| * 

Williulicy.In Bariary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 
raucis. What fir ; P tines, Francis 

Tr™*. Awayyourogue, doft thou not heare them call? 
ff Hetre they hoth call him , theVrareer flan Jc amazed, net 
knowing vhtchreajtegoe. £ nter Vintner. 
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Vint. What, fiandft thou ftill, and hearcftfuch a calling? 
laoke to the Ghefts within. My Lord, old fir lohn with halfe 
a dozen more, are at the dore.fhall I let them in ? 

Prin.Le t them alone a while, and then open the dor e.-Pot »*/.,- 

faints. A non, anon fir. Enter Prunes. 

p tin. Sim,Fal/lafsand the reft of theThecucs , areattbc 
door e, Avail wee bec-raerry.? 

?fl»«.As merry as Crickets, my Lad:but harkeyee, what 
cunning match baue you made wirh this ieft of the Drawor ? 
came, what's the ifliic ? 

P«».l am now of ail humors, that haue five wed tbemfelaes 
humor »ifincetheold daicsof good man Adam . to the pupil 1 age 
of this prdcut Tweluc a clocke at midnight. What’s a clocke, 
Francis} 

Frantic . Anon, anon fir. 

Priwe.That cuer this fellow Ihould haue Fewer words then 
aParrat, and yet the ion of a Woman.His induftry is vp ftaires’ 
and downs ftaires , his eloquence the parcel! of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceysmxwic, the Hetfrnr of the Worth , he that' 
kilsmelometf or7.dozenof5ewratabreakfaft, wafhes his 
hands, andfayestohis wife , Fie vpon this quiet life,. I want 
work, O my fweet Harry Fayes fhee ! how many haft thou kild ■ 
today. ? Giue my Roan horfe a drench ( layes he )and anfwers,- 
fome fourteenc, an hoar after: a trifle, a trifie.I pretheecall in 
Talfiaffe , iJc play P erej , and that damn’d Brawne fhail play 
Dame Mortimer bis mk.Rincjzks the drunkard :call in ribs, , 
call in Tallow. 

Enter F aljdffs* 

P«*e/. Welcome laeke , where Haft thou been ? : 

Falf . A plague of all cowards I Fay , and a vengeance too.,, 
maryand Amemgme me a cup of Facke, Boy. E're I lead® this 
life long,ileFow netherftocks , and mend them andfoot them ■ 
too. A plague of all cowards,Giue me a cup otlacke,roguc,vs 
thereno vertueextant? 

Pww.Didftjthou neuer fecr*n»kiflea diftiofbutter,pitti- 
full hearted Titan ,thaz melted at the Fweet taleof the Sun ?i£ 
twiu duJft| then behcrld that compound* • 

^ i Falfl i 




